MY PONY LANDS ON HIS HEAD         in

for our ponies had done enough as it was.
Night was rapidly overtaking us, and seven
miles of the road lay before us to be got over
somehow. I had passed all my coolies three
miles away on the road from the railway,
and knew that they would not be in for
hours. There was nothing to be done but
to go on as best we could. There were
tracks of the cart-wheels in the road, so
I knew it had been there, and it made
it all the more annoying. It was no good
trying to gallop on, as my pony was so
tired he could scarcely crawl.

We proceeded slowly for about two miles.
It was getting darker every minute, and at
length we could see nothing at all, but knew
that we had still five more weary miles to travel

over.    Mr. A------suggested our urging our

horses into a canter, which ended disastrously
for me, as my pony caught his foot in
something on the road and landed on his
head. That was the end of all idea of
riding, so I got off, hauled him up on his